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Whilſt Darkneſs palpable invades our Heads, 5 
Night o'er Noon-day her ſable Mantle ſpreads, 8 
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1 Scourge of Heav's n, the Prophr $ 
lifted Rod, 
Agypt once : ſmote, but now the Land of 
Nod ; - 
That Land, where Noddies * an Ille that lyes 
Juſt oppoſite to our Antipedes, 
Pharaob rul'd Hebrews by no other Law, 


But the damn'd Politicks of Brick and Straw : 


And ſo Nod's Rulers the ſame Scheme have laid, : 

To rule by that which ſhou'd have been their Trade, 
But let th' Oppreſs'd ſtill hug their choſen Clog; 
Themſelves be Reptiles, and their King a Log : 
Great Knaves may make great Fools, and boaſt and brag, | 
But foreign Yokes are a Domeſtick Plague ; N 


And they that call in Strangers to a Throne, 


Shou'd make their Heads and Hearts all like their own. 
For Right,—-It matters not ; for that's a thing 


Too ſmall to be conteſted with a King. 
A petty Thief is only Rogue and Pool | 
That hangs by Law. Rob but enough, —and Rule, 


Steal but a Crown, and you' re above the Law; 
Great Sir, — and Gracious Sov' reign, -—- like Naſſue, 


But lay theſe ſounding Epithets afide, | 
J The reſt's but Zgypr's Plagues new verify'd. 


See Flies and Locuſts, and a hungry Band 
Of Strangers, that devour the frutitful Land: 


See Caterpillars ſwarm; ſee Storms prevail, 
Of threat ning W and impending Hail: 


See, in Nob's Court, Frogs, Lice, and Vermin Gale, | 


And crawl abput the Chambers of the King: 


See lowing Herds confeſs the Striker's Hand, 
And Plagues, unknown before, infe& the Land; 
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And all her baleful Influences ſheds. 


With all theſe Wonders in the Earth and Sky, 
Look up, ye Slaves! ----- Deliverance is nigh ! 
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H! where art thou, St. Taffy? 
Or where is our Blood-Royal ? 


Oh! Welſpman true, can ever you 


Be brib'd to be diſtoyal f' ? 


Oh! will you chuſe a Mad, 
A High-Dutch, Daniſh Creature, 
A Prince of Males, e'er this Prince fails 


That is your Prince by Nature ? 


You Churchmen Muggletonians, 
That fear the Inquiſition, 
Have wiſely choſe a King, God knows, 


| As bad as you cou'd wiſh one. 


You murmur'd when you carry'd 

A ſlender Rod and Billet; 
So did invoke a ſlender Yoke, 
And now Gadzooks you feel it. 


Now all true Britiſh Worthies, 
With ORMOND are diſcarded,” 


Y Whilſt treach'rous Knaves, and German Slaves 
With Places are rewarded. 


| Now honeſt Squires and Yeomen 
Mluſt ſerve High-Dutch Commanders ; ; 
There Plowſhears now muſt turn to Spears, 
Whilſt they are preſs d for Flanders. 


-" "RE Leeks, the Pride of Gardens, 
Where is your Beauty vaniſht ; 


Dead is the QUEEN that kept you green, 
And JAMES continues baniſlit. 
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Be once more fam'd in Story; 
Kick out the T bing, bring Home the K IN G, N 


And ſo retrieve your Glory. 


